A Ballad OPER A of Two ACTS, 


« - W3 T2 © - 


A . . :Y . 
* "% a 


ö 2 ; 
8 1 
—— Atv - 
; R * 5 i 85 5 7 
7 4 l * 1 | 7 ; 
18 N 8 — E 
1 By ELIZ. BOFD- -: | 
5 : 5 0 * f ; L þ 4 — 
. ; © 500 : 1 = ER by #5 
. * 


- 


Jo every erring WeaRneſs a prompt Slave = 
All know to dams, but oh, how jew to fave, _ oe 
Jo thoſe Ti | IN 


Th' impartial few our Cauſe we truſt, | 7 


be unbiaſs'd Advocate is ever juſt... 7 
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To every exring . . a prompt Slave 
All know to dans, but oh, bow en fo fave : 
To thoſe —— 
-— TÞ impartial few our Cuuſe we tr ft, 
N d Advocate is ever juſt. 
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Fo the Right Honourable 
Lord Nokrh and GUILFORD! 


My Lord, 


Se HE Learned Don 
I > Sancao throws him- 
e ſelf humbly at your 
Lordſhip's Feet, where you'll 
be pleas d to obſerve the ſacred 

Manes of the inimitable Shake- 
| ſpear and Dryden, again revi- 
ſiting our lower Sphere, charm'd 
from their bliſsful Eaſe by Ma- 
gick Force, to ſolve the Scruples 
of our bright Collegians, whoſe 
humourous Curioſity will, its 

| Authoreſs flatters herſelf, poſ- 
ſibly give Birth to Entertain- 
ments 


DEDICATION. 


ments more polite, on ſo copious 
a dubject; and although at pre- 


ſent reducd by an ” anskilful 
Hand toa meer rude ill-modell'd 
Farce, will, doubtleſs, find 


ſome few Friends among the 


Great and Worthy, to merit 
whoſe Smile, and 1n particular 


that f the judicious Lord 


Ne d ue den Am | 


bition of the wel [-meaning Au- 
thoreſs, 


I am 


» 


My Lord, 
Tour Lordſhip 5 
moſt obedient, 
humble Servant, 


ELIz. Boro. 
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P R OL OG U E 
By the AUTHOR _ 


Addreſsd to ALEXANDER POPE, Eſq; 


Y Illneſs barr'd, a Theatre's Applauſe, 

We to the Cloſet fly to aid our Cauſe; 
Where Toils of Love or State the Great unbend, 
Loſt to the babling Croud, the ſocial Friend ; 
Where by the letter'd Youth the Man of Taſte 
We hope to ſee, the Bard of Merit grac'd; | 
Shakeſpear this once ſollicits to be heard, _ 
Dryden by Sancho begs you won't be ſcar'd, 

Or, at an Apparition, change a Beard. 
Tho' ſmall our Hopes, and ſmaller ſtill our Merits 
We've many Precedents of lucky Spirits. 

But where, oh where ſhall we a Critick gain! 
.A Friend fincere of the all-hallow'd Strain, 

Who frankly will his Sentiments declare, c 


Or make an untaught Female Toy his Care, 
Great Faults reviſe, and little Errors ſpare. 
Of thee, great Pope, the Nation's darling Theme 
We beg Peruſal of this Medley-Whin: ; 
Thee, Judge ſublime, its Advocate we chuſe, 
For who can ſo correct or ſo excule; 
Thee Homer, where all humane Virtues dwell, 
To our brave Patron ſoft each Failure tell, 5 
Breath, oh Mecenas, 'twas intended well. 
Tho' Chaos- born, the Mimick was deſign d 
As Fortune hum'rous, and as Fancy kind; 
Where mingling ſportive Ideas claim a Place, 
And every jarring Atom apes a Grace ; 
Not Shakeſpear's Friend or Foe the Drama form'd 
As a New Whim, it aim'd to be perform'd, 
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No Party Spleen compos'd the Windmill Farce, 
A racer Amuſement, ſee the Comick Verſe; 
Alike unprejudic'd by Fear or Favour, 
The Trifle truſted to its good Behaviour 
To gain, if it might be, a wav'ring Town 
Thar likes one Day, what it the next puts down, 
How oft the Meritorious meet her Frown. 

So ſooth with Syren Tale the noble Youth, 
Sce how his Ear hangs on the well-ſung Truth; 
How affable the God-like NORTH appears, 


How frank his Country, and his Prince indears; 


Like Heaven, when emulous to fave his Smile, 
Speaks all that's Great and Good, Pride of our [ſle, 
So modeſt Truth offends, ceaſe this Addreſs, 
The Mule he cries, and her vow'd Vot'ry bleſs; 


The grateful Muſe enraptur'd chaunts his Praiſe, 


Tho” undeſerving crown'd with laſting Bay s 
So the low Shrub, altho' deſpis'd and mean, 
Chcer'd by the Sun, is ever gay and green. 


Re RA 
E P I I. 0: 
We By the AUTH OR 


Deſign d to be [poke by Joe Curious, who | 
going off the Stag*, [tarts ſaddenl) back. 


A, where's my Paper-Skull, Fd clean forgot, 
Jo ſpeak the Epilogue muſt be my Lot. 
Ladies be warn'd, never encourage Sprites, 
They*ll haunt your Wits of Days, your Dreams 
; | ( of Nights, 
As for the Beaux, thoſe very pretty Creatures, 
Were they Ghoſt-hagg'd, zud, how *twould ſpoil 
| | | (their Features; 
Look how I ſtare, you ſee they almoſt craz'd me, 
| would have ſlept, but ſome arch Levil rais'd me. 
he Authoreſs too, the very worſt of Spirits, 
ries Sawce, don't hum and ha, but praiſe my 
_ (Merits, 
ut ſhe may do't herſelf for honeſt Joe, 
ying's ſo baſe, Vil drop the Job and go. 
ddſugs ſhe's here! gad I muſt bid you clap, 
Ir I ſhall get a moſt confounded Rap, | 
(here Joe runs to the Door and ſcreams out. 
Oh Mercy! oh my Ears you heard the Slap! 
ake a Noiſe ſomewhere, good Somebody clap ; 
r though it's a meer Nhim, and Nothing in't, 
will be curious when it's firſt in Print: 
was Eve's Apple, e' er it had been taſted, 
ut once grown common, all its Virtue waſted, 
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ö * Lord Lovewit, 2 g | 
= Fack Taſte, Oxford Students. 
1 . Jos Curious, '# 
; | A reduc'd Nobleman highly 
1 | eſteem'd by the Univerſity for 
28 Don Sancho his great Learning and Piety, - 
1 NV. ſupported by a voluntary Con- 
„ tribution of the Collegians. 
| . Den Sanchs's good and bad Genius. 
2 Shakeſpear and Dryden's Ghoſts. 
bi | Etherial . Lilliputians. 
P 
. 4 : | 7 
Is Acroks in the MasqQus. 
EY - Minerua, 
3 Apolla, 
158 Mercury, | 
* | Prieſts and Pricſteſſes of Mineres. . 1:2 
1 Attending Gods and Goddeſſes, Hani ö 
by  SCEN E Oxford, 


The Univerſity Garden, and Minerya's Temple. 
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STUDENTS WHiIM.- 
4A T IL. ANightSEENE ZN 
The Univerſity Garden. 


Enter Lord Lovewit ſinging, follow'd by 
Jack Taſte, it Books. 


ATE I... 
Lovewit. F OR Liberty the Soldier fights, 
. For Liberty the Poet writes 
K But he that's in Search of true Knowledge, 
M uſt hum like a Drone, | 
. Few pity his Mon, 
Chorus, Confin'd to the Walls of a College 


f ge, 


Confind to the Walls of a College. 


3 


Love. We've made a lucky Scape this 
Bout, but the Books Zack, hug them cloſe, 
cloſer yet, your Gown's largeſt, or they'd 
never troubled you; how I diead being pur- 
ay - | lued 


* 


Booty, and a damu'd heavy Luggage it is; T 


— —— — — Gn 


* Dan SANCHO:.Or, 


jued after for this unſzalonable Elopement, 


and drove back u nlatisfied;'you know w hat 
a ſt-rn Son of a Dog 94, Tutor is, how 
dic! ſt deceive him Sub: ilty ? 

Taſte. On bravely, my . T ſent him 


a ſham Mfg ge to meet an old Ufer abour 


his Sons Einca'ton at College: Arms. 

Love. Ha, Widow Welathy's. well done 
my Boy, the old Ulurer and his Son ma 
een go ro Hell, for our ſanctified Domine, 
10 long as he pl-ys at Back Gammon there. 

Taſte. It's a pleafſ-nr Scene ro fee how 


-zcaloutly he worſhips the Widow?s Parri- 
mony N but where's that Loiterer Joe? The 


Folio he's to ſecute us, contaius Lucifer's 


choiceſt Secrets, arid Pm v_ to ſee 
th ſ: vencrable Shades. 


Lowe. Shateſpear, methinks, muſt cut a 
very odd Figure after upwards of a hupdted 


and thirty Years Repoſe; Dryden's à ſpect 
9 gn be more moderpizd; damn 

this Idle Cut 700, where 13 he ? 
(Here Enter to them, Joe Curious, /ugg- 
ing n a large Book in a Bag as 
tired, {peaks over-bearing Taſte? S laſt 

74 C Af 

Toe. At Hand. quoth Sanny, and kick'd 
Squire s Elbow. Joe's as impatient as your- 


{cles Gentlemen, to get acquainted with 


thele Devi's of Wir, but Ive had an in- 
rolerable Job yonder, to accompliſh my 


Was 


n Nane erden IONIC ” 
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Was in Hopes Lord Love Would have 
bien fo good as to've met me an eas'd me 
if Jac / Taſie had been too lazy. 

Here Jo© throws 5 the Book aud /i's 
,t Lovewi: and latte lang hi g a- 
taud. 

Love. Ho, ha, ha, ah pgor © 

how fatigucd he looks, 


So Cæſer in a Rormy Night 
Liy ſuug, and quite lorgot to fight. 


- 


Zoe Curio . 


But your Troubles B y, your Troubles. 

Joe. Ah, . they were cruel Bug- 
abo's, be rtect Giai:t:, I had nd ivoncr made 
the under Library-kecper drunk to my Wiſh, 
and ſecured him aud the Keys (i0r I lock*d 
him in the Inner Lobby ſaic asa { oring Pig) 
but in comes his Maſt.r a::d our head R 


to ſcarch the Library for ſome Morth-caten 


Fragment of a fſuper-anuared Chronicle re- 
latiug to King %u; J wiſh'd King John ar 
King Belzebub's. I 3 
Taſee. Bur how ? 
Joc. Patience, good Squire Taſte Why, as 
Luck would have it, Lord Bountiful, Shake 
ſpear's hc& Ben efactor, and your good Fa- 


ther, my dcar Lord Lovewrr, ſent a Ice 


quey juſt in the Interim, to deſite their Con- 
pany at the Univerſity Tavern. 
Love. Ha, my Father in Town, we ſhall 


be c:ughr a non in our Mid-nigbt e : 
* Twas a oy Meſſenger Joe, 


* 


EPP aan , 
2 
» " 


4 Dm SANCHO: Or, 


Joe. They loſt nor a Moment you may 
judge to obey the kind Summons, and your 
humble Servant as little. to improve the 


O--portuniry, 1 being conceaPd the while by 


Lord Careless Good-nature (whoſe Tutor 
chanc'd to be abſent in his Study) but oh, 
how welcome was the kind Rcprieve! 


[Joe fangs. 
AER Hs 

The General in a ling'ring Siege, 
Where various Deaths affright, - 

fr rhe laſt fatal Plunge reliev'd, 
Feels ſuch extreme Delight. 

Eh Raviſtrd with Conqueſt's glorious Charms, 

His Sorrows are no more, 

Vieorions Lau:els fill hi Arms, 
And waft him to the Shores 


Joe. But this ſame Haleſppear, my Lord, 


What was he? 


Love. Why a Scribler, you Dog, a Writer 
for the Stage, a Rarity you Rogue, a Rari- 
ty, the Wonder of the Age he liv'd in; haſt 


beca at School thus long Novice, to kuow 


nothing? 

Joe. Your Pardon, Sirs, your Pardon ; 
we poor Boys on the Charity-Liſt you kuow 
are but meer Ia noramuſſes, but here's Some- 


body they call Dryden, a Poet of later Date, 


it ſeems, to be immortaliz d with him. 
Taſte. Aye, poor Jack Dryden, after be- 


ing ſtary'd ro Death and buried by the Pariſh, | 


is grown a famous Fellow, brave Encourage- 
ment 


— IR 2 


,ord, | 


citer | 
Rari- | 
haſt | 


no | 


don; 
IOW | 


OmMme- 


Date, 


r be- 
arith, 2 
arage- Þ 
ment 


The Students Whim. , 8 


ment for modern Poets, e'en take up the 


Trade Joe. 5 


0 


Joe. Nay, I'm quite as rich; and almoſt as 
naked as the beſt of chem; but pray Squire 
Taſte, who's this reduc'd Baron, this Don 
Sancho, who's to be our Poſt- guide to theſe 
I fernalgs? | Ss 

Taſte, Not fo faſt Schooimate, Sancho's 
a Nobleman of real Merit, and only wears 
that Name for a Dilguiſe ſince Fortune's 
Frown reduc'd him to our Peuſion, you've 
doubtleſs heard of generous Baron J/orthy. 

Joe. Ha, Worthy, the reduc'd Baron, ruin'd 
by Parry Spleen and boundleſs Bounty, I've 
heard much of his Piery and Learning, and 
daily have obſ:ry'd ihe Eſteem it gains him. 

Love. Oh, he's a Man fo lov'd and fo 
deſerving. to hear him talk's to hear an An- 


gel preach; when firſt we begg'd him to 


alarm the Sprites, how awful, yet how mild 
was his Refuial. he told us it was impious 
and profane to wake the ſlecping Dead, and 
unge Messen Rage. 1 


Tae. Vet over-power'd by hungry preſ- 


* 


ſing Want (how 1ad it is When dies 


cramps Merit) the tempting Gold prevaiP 
and he ar laſt unwilliug gave Aſſent, and 
trembling bid us bring the fatal Books, 


Joe Joe's truly glad on't, for though we 


cau't ſay much in its Defence, all Fleſh is 
curious, and would gladly know how after ' 
| | Beings 


COT OO 


6 Don SS[ANCHO: Or, 
RA reliſh modern Worlk!s, how wears 
the Night, my Lord, we mect at 15 58 

Love: My Watch (/oo*zngrn (75 Nan) 
Wants juſt ten Minutes ot the 7 me, aud 
ſce, the Moon's ecl psd as though. ſhe fear d 
us, where are the La bons Joe? 

Fee, At hand, my Lord, all Things are 
ready for rhe ſolemn Moment. 

Taſle. Methought I faw Don Sancho ps 
but now 'rom the far Side ot yonder thick 
gloom d Gore 

Love. Levs lodge our little Library ſtrait 


and follow. [ Exeunt omucs. 


SCENE If 


A Grove Night Scene continued. 


Do Sancho diſcover'd alone i in a Night 
gown, after ſome Time be comes for- 
ward flowiy, and ſpe. ks. 


een Now ſic ed Shades, reviſit loanly Launs, 
A d tot 0 longi g E= r of curious Mon 

Us bo om Ick d us Truths, and My ſterieschoice, 
Inprren: we. amid the Thin attend, 
H far the Ide 's of the Bleti agree 
W. h ur F re-knowledge of a turu e State- Ha, (farts, 
hst tre we dung? Where dos Intereſt drive? 
Will fthoming dead Shateſpear m ke us juſt, 
Or D yi n's Ted nt un folded add to Blits ? 
Can a fins Friends be awful? Horrid Thought l-- Away 
Ic ſhannot be . What War with Ficayen.- ---» 


Sancho 


ait 


arts, 
ive? 


\ way 


cho 


# 


Sancho repeats the two laſt Lines in @ 


. viſible Diſorder, and pauſing, ſtands | 


x' d in a mela'cholly Veoſture, when 
ſadaenty a Voice i the Air ſings the 
following Stanza to a ſoft Symphony, 
which rouſes Sancho ſrom bis Miſe, 
who ſeems ſus pris d and attentive 


AIR III. 


Tim'rous Mortal fear no Ill, 
Wiſſom's Thirſt is Heaven's Will; 
So the Learned's Scruple's eas'd, 
S the Curious Sexdent pfeas'd; 
| Nought's unlawful that is juſt, 
__ Chun the Shades, and be ac Reſt. 
Tim'rous Mortal, Sc. ( Muſick ceaſes. 


San. What Voice was that? It ſeem'd our better Genii, 
T'was friendly Counſel, ſy we follow it, 
What we'eſtcem a Fault is only ſach; 
The ſolemn Hour draas on our Vow is paſt, 
If Curiofity's a Sin unpardon'd, 
Or, to enlarge, our Faculties a Crime, 
Forgive us high Supreme, then ere we guilty, 
So Saints have err'd, and heaven-born Seraphs ſing. 


LExit Sancho, Sceue continued, 


Here Sancho's Evil Genii riſeès to harſh 
Mu ſich, his Good Genii meets it half 
way deſcended to a ſofter Sound, the 
two Genii's /izg the following Di. 
alogue to a mid Symphony, 


AIR IV. 


Evil Cenii. He's gone to conſummate the Deed, 
Say, oh ſay, ſhall Sancho bleed. i 
Good 
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6 8 Don S AN CHO: hos 

Good Genii. Piry 'twere his Blood to ſpiil, 

: The ſage Mortal meant no III. 

TE Evil Cevi. For Fxample he ſhou d ſmart, 
: Purſt encourtge the Black Art; 
i Or our Youth will all be t inted, 
And the very Devil Sainted. 
Seo Ce i. We rhis once plead his Excuſe, 


Poniſh for the next Abuſe. * 


Here the Good Genii eu *p, and the Evil 
Genii /in, Scene ſpats. 


End of the Firſt ACT. 


The Students Whim. 9 
ACT IL 


. SCENE, A dark cloſe Arbor. 


51 Dor Sancho di/tover'd kneeling by 4 
| Bank of Turf, a Book in his Hand 
which he ſeems earneſily peruſing ; 
behind Sancho, Joe's diſcoverd as at. 
tending bim, with a lighted Torch in 
his Hand ; Lovewit and Taſte at k 

little Diſtance with Dark Lan- 
thorns in their Hands ; ſeveral Books. 
open before Sancho, who ever aud 
anon wipes his Face with a Hazker. 
chief he holds, as tbo' he ſweat with 
inward Agony. 

* Taſte. If ihe Devil loves Darkneſs, I thivk 

= we've fitted him Georgy, when Joe's Torch 

goes out, as I preſume ic will at his cloven- - 

3 toored Majeſty's Appearance, let's een ſmo- 

ther our Lanthorns and fee, as ſubtile as 

Lucifer is, if we can't deceive hiin for once, 

Love. Soft, Jack, obſerve how the good 

Cauc ho toils, what agonizing Sweats bedew 

— Mis Brow, | | 

ere Sancho riſes and comes forward, 

San. See, noble Sirs, what Sancho bears 

Fro ſerve you, we could have wiſſrd your- 

TT N C | Wills 


10 10 Don S AN CHO: Or, 
1 Wille had been more pious; this Curioſity” 8 

[ | an idle Sin, Snare of. the Wiſe, and Ruin of 
. the Good; the empty Phantoms that be- 
2.8 | wilder Senſe ſhout at the Fraud, and check our 
vain Preſumiogs: op 

[to Lovewir apart. 

Taſte, Sure he won't diiappoinr us at laſt, 
ſpeak to him Georgie 

Love. Soft. Nay, good Father, don't be 
ſo godly as to repent juſt in the Nick, and 
lend us away empty. 

Joe. Well done, Lord aner. 

LClaps Lovewit. 
1 Fan. Never doubt old Sancho Lads, our 
ll! | vie is paſt, and now we have begun we 
1 muſt proceed; be ſtout, my wed nor treme / 
ble at a Shadow. 

Joe. I defy a chouſand fch Shadows to 
daunt valiant Joe; methinks I could eat, 
. driuk, and ſleep with a Ghoſt in the Room, 
"8h and be as nnconcern'd as now, 

1 San. Art ſure of that? Pre ſeen as va- 
{ : liant a faulter. 

it} Taſte. Now will I be branded for an ar- 
Wn rant Coxcomb, if that Puppy e'ent as white 
il as an Embrio-ſuowball at the Ghoſts firſt 
* Eccho. 

Ml San. Be filent all, whilſt we prepare the 
* Circle; fall back here, behind Sancho, Gen- 
[1 | tlemen. 

il Here the Students get bebind Sancho, who 
5 Makes a Cc irele, which he walks 
i 7 | | „ 
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» | The Students Whim. 11 


3 round ſeveral Times, repeating the 
e- 4 two firſt Lines of the Charm, fol. 
SE lowing, tying a Girdle the while in 
; ſeveral Knots. | 5 
. | The C RM. | N 
- San. Three times three, we pace this Spot. 
id Three times three, we weave this Knot, 
Thrice with Magick Girdle bound, 
i Halilow this unholy Ground; 
. Thrice we hail dark Pluto's Shrine, | 
oy Thrice invoke the All:divinez _ 4 i 
ay FF _ Guarded by whoſe ſacred Aid, -- | 


May no horrid Forms invade 3; 
May the long-hears'd Shakeſpear riſe, 


"R Bright as orb'd in upper Skies; 
25 Drydews Manes we thrice invoke, 
my By this Wand's myſterious Stroke; 
Glorious as their darling Sainr, 
a- Veſtal Votaries depaint ; 
With the LaurePd Fillet bound, 
" With ten thouſand Graccs crown'd, 
en Zolt, Lo, they come — | 
Here the Earth'trembles, and the Ghoſts of 
he . © Shakeſpear- and Dryden vie as in 
n- Glory to a ſoft:{weet Symphony. aut 
: the Ghoſi's Appearance Joe lets {ail 
ho | his Torch which inſtantly extingnſhos, 
ks K and drops down as dead in à Jubon, 
ud Lovewit and Taſte throw away tier 


2 * a 25 > Lanthoerns, 


12 Dan SA NCH O: Or, 
Lanthorns, and fland behind Sancho 
trembling. gaizing ſiedfaſily on the 
G bot whom, à bright Cloud ſeems 
to encircle, the Gboſts look fix'd on 

Sancho, who bowing low, ſpeaks. 


San. Pardon vs, reverend Shades, and eaſe our Doubts - 


Urg'd by ſome ruling Geziz's ſtrong Impulſe 
Ootweary'd by yon eager curious Youth, 
Arduous to ſolve cloſe Fate, we thus have err'd. 


. Ghoſt, Whoe'er thou art unkind to our Repoſe, 
Who charm'ſt the Happy from their bleſse'd Abode, 
\ To ſatiate a fond never ſated Iich paſt humane Depth, 
Give Breath to thy Demand, we wait no Prologue, 


San. Then to our Purpoſe thus, conciſe as Thought, 
S y wonnot Urns upreard wide ſpreading Fame 
Elate the Soul enlarg'd, maugre Heaven's Bliſs, 
And to the bright beam'd Seraph give new Joy, 


The following Speech fung ta an dir of 
RNidicule. 


AIR V. 


24 Ghoſt. Fooliſh Mortal why thus blind, : 

Was our Angel-fiate defign'( 

Vain and light as humane-kind. 
Toys and Trifles to purſue, 

Pleas'd with nought like one of you ;] 
To behold a pageant Riſe, 
For the Wretch who ſtarving dies: 
What provokes a Seraph's Spleen, ' 
But to view ſo ſad a Scene; 

Wba long Ages quiet ſleep, 
Worlcs thus frail enforce ro weep. 


$a 


Type Students [him 13 
Fox. Bet ſo? Yet with Submiſſion, ſacred Sprites, 
Our God like Acts eterniz d, fire new Worlds; 
e Example only influences Merit, 
4 To covet Honour's a heroick Frailty, 
=» | And it's a Nation's Glory to W 


Here Joe wakes, and ſtarts up trembling. 
Taſte. He tongues it well Georgy. . 
- [apart ro Lovewit, the Students ſeemingly 
 recover'd from their firſt Sur prige. 
Love. Soft, ſoft, the Ghoſt, [to Taſte, 


le, A 1 R VI. 
0. Sung to a more ſerious Air. 
1/ Ghoſt. Erring Sage ſuch pompous Pride, 
of Aﬀter Brings but deride ; 
Fo the Shade inorb'd in Bliſs, - 
All's not worth a paſſing Wiſh ; 
Spread our Fame ore to Shore, 
ar as Lybian Lyons roar; 5 
of | All's old Folly praQtis'd o'er, 
Imrod's Babel was no more. 
Would you merit laſting Bays, 
Goodneſs praiſe more than Praiſe, 
The happy Bard no more diſturb, 
Leaſt thy Follies Thunder curb. 


Here a hright Cloud deſtends half-way, 

in which little Boys like Angels are 
ſeen to hover, who ſwiftly waft the 
Ghoſts upward, ſinging the followu- 
ing Chorus to ſoft; Muſick, at the 
Cloſe of which the Claud and Spirits 
diſaſ fear. e 


AIR. 


— — ——— 
— a — — — « 


14 Dm SANCHO: Or, 


AIR VIL 


Chorys. So the Bleſs'd 8 hail'd above, 
Whereall's Extaſy, all Love. 
So the Bleſs'd, GG. ; 


A back.. Scene inſtantly opens and diſcovers Mi- — 
: nerva's Temple, the Altar-piece richly adorn'd 
with the Statues of the moſt celebrated ancient 
and modern Poets, ſeveral Prieſts and Prieſt- 
eſſes attending the Altar, who are employ' d in 
burning Incenſe to each different Statue, ſtill 
paying a profound Obeiſance as they paſs them: 


Joe. Ha, a Company of Country-Strollers, 
we are all fallen it ſeems, directly from 
Heaven to Purgatory, a new Touch of 
Sancho's Art I gueſs, interpret Jack what is't. 
 _Tiſte. Miner va's Temple Thickskull, can'ſt 
. read, the Poets in Effygy, yonder are the 
Prieſts humble Servants, d'ye ſee. END 
Love. Soft there, the Goddeſs; with 
Apollo. F 
Here Minerva and Apollo deſcend in a Triump hal 
Car to an Air of Ex ultation, the Statues are 
ſeen to nod, whilſt the Prieſt and Prieſteſfer 
kneeling, bail the Deities as in Chorus: | 


Wo os 


Chorus. Hail ſage Minerva, great Apollo hail ; 
All hail great Queen of upper Skies. 
Min. No more of this, ariſe Apollo, ariſe. 
Min. To your Task, purſue the Tale, 
Hp, The deſerving Poet Hail. 


a 


24 Prieſt. Thus enbalms the Good'the Wiſe, 
Min. Profuſe on Bards of brighter Tafte, 


Chorus. Which the modeſt Hind refuſing, x dy FH > 


Here the Prieſts returns to the Altar, offering In- 
cenſe as before Minerva and Apollo get out 
of the Car which inſtantly flies ap, and joins 6 
the Prieſts in offering Incegſe to the Statues, - 
paying them the like Adoration ;' ſeveral Lil- 
liputian Gods and Goddeſſes enter, who pre- 
ſent beautiful Flowers at the Altar, which all 
 firew in their Turn at the Statues Feet, when 
all join in the following Dialogue, ſoft Muſeck 
playing the while. EIS 


Tf? Prieft. Pallas thus deals Merits Prize, 


* 


4% 


Apol. See we holy Incenſe waſte. oo 
Min, All Are in their Rank reſpected, 
Apo, Nor is Worth for Want rejected, | 
Min. The ſacred Fume mikes Shakeſpear nod, : 
Apol, And Dryderx's Oracle a God. 
Iſt Prieſt. Nerves, bright Gay, who Life beguiling, 
Calmly died, at Erro! ſmiling, 
2d Prieſe. Congreve who with crel:is Art, 0 * 
| Charm'd the Brain and warm'd the Heart, 
3d Prieſt, Addiſon whom Cato fired, Ls 
4th Prieſt. Waller ſoft by Love inſpired, 
Min, Sheffield ſung, by noble Boyle, * 
Apol, Lanſdowne, Glory of his Soil. 4 
Min, Thus we bleſs, thus we applaud;  - : 
Apol, The ſablimer ſtill reward. 


Is ever ſure to gain by loſing, 


| Which the modef, Ge. ; 
| i A: the Cloſe of the Chorus, Mercury enters ſi; ty 
very gay, who doing Homage to the Denies, | 
„ AJngs the following Stanzar all moue formard * 


ſeemingly. 


3 rote tr. «4 2 p 
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16 Dan SANCHO: Or, 
it} | ſeemingly pleas'd, Sanchobe this while ftreteb' 
7.138 out in the Arbor as aſirep, gay Muſici plays, 
N | Mercury ſings. 1 | A 


| AIR X. 


Afar. See with Pride and Pleaſure ſee, 
| Giorious Queen thy Euiogy, 
Hither haſte Minerva's Car 


78 Bound divine, twell ambient Air. 
19 Chorus, Hither haſte, &c. 
8:4: | 
8 3: : 8 - AYES - 
[24K - An Air of Triumph's beard as from above, a Tri 
1 umphal Car deſcends, in which Minerva and 
I Apollo ſeat themſelves, ſuadenly as Mercury 
| | proceeds the Scend of-two brauwful Monuments 
Bit riſe, with the Names of dhake ſpear and 
1 | Dryden inſcrib d. 1 8 
9 | | To an Air of Triumph. 
34118 | Mer. See, oh ſee the riſing Buſt, 
$108 Shakeſpear's Tomb, the Good, the Juſty | | 
Hi | To his Coun'ry's endleſs Preiſe,, 
1 | See the Bard from Letbe raiſe; _ 
Wt + Joining worthy Drydens Urn, 
10 . Social Pair ſee they return. 
1 Eborgs. Once again, Britannia s Fame, 
11148 Letter'd Gold their Worth proclaim. 
I | N Once again, &. . 
Ill Taſte. Apleaſant Amuſement this, as ge od 
11" as a modern Maſque Georgy, I ovſerve too, 
0 the Gods employ Lilliputians in their My- 
Wl | ſteries. F N 
ml Love. See, but how cereleſs Don Sancho 
FU | ſlumbers yonder as tho? he'd no Haud in't. 
88 Jae. Soft, another Song Jack. Is 
1 
1118 


od 


oo, 


ly- 


cho 


n't. 


Is 
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In the follvwing Stanza, begun by Mercury 
* all join in a general Chorus, gay Mufick 


AIR XII. 


Chorus, Fappy Albion, grateful Ille, 
- Where the Miſes ever Smile; 
Happy in thy Hero's Argas. , 
Happy in thy Students Charme. 
By Love Secur'd, by Honour bleſt, 
May Uaharm'd thy Princes Reſt; 
Thy fair Ones Sleep in downy quitt,, 
Undiituib'd, by Care or Riot: | 
Bleſt Frd 471 pleaſant Realm, 
Peace and plenty guide” thy Helm. 
Bleſt Brataunia, &c. 


At the Cliſe of the Chorus all mingle in 
| a regular Dance, which the Students 
mimick, rut Mincrva and A polo, 

who are the while wafred gently ups 
ward in their Chariot, when ſud- 

deuly Mincrva's Temple and all hes. 
Azabereuts diſappear, when Sancho 
ſtretches himſelf out as juſt awake 
from his ſapposrd JS lumber, aud moves 
forward leiſurely, waokſerwd by the 
Students, who are gathe!”d rund the 
Monument Scexes wbuh vet remain. 


Love. Fack, Fach. ſce the Monuments 
remain, lets Cen examine them. Here you 
Dog (to Foe) minute the Epitaphs as ive 
tranſlate, theſe are no Ghofts Rogue (gives 
Jos a Pocket · hock. = 

D Jar. 
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Joe. But they may prove Rocks Georgys 
and cruſh us ta Atoms. 

Taſte. Peace, Softhead, what. lays Shake- 
ſpear, obſerve For, lets ſee, mine's Greek, 
and damuably blind METS, ( rcads the 
firſt Inſcription. ) 


Six ſcare Years, ater Death upreard ＋ ſtand, 
The Wonder, as the Glory of the 2 1. 


William Shakeſpear, 
5 | 55 writes the while. ) 


1 Joe. very good, I've done that Squire, 
Bi now for Lord Georgy. 
Wit Love. Silence: mine's Latin, and fair! 
1 | Inſ{:rib'd, thauk Pluto, (reads the Sccond 
2.18 Epitaph.) | 
„ As Shakeſpear's Friend, I here ereft my Throne, 
16 8 The grateful Burden, of Unfeeling Stone. 
{11 HW 
| 0 ( as they Read, Joe Writes (till, 


eAs Lovewit reads the 2. Line, the Ground 
gives a Shake which ſtartles and mates 
the Students, and the Monumeut Scenes 


* _ 
— — Ä 
— — 
ro oO — — . — 
= 7 . . — 
— _— ' 
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iuſlaut lu Ak. 
ji | Lowe. Soh! gone in a Trice ; if my Foot 
fl had flip*d, I had {tood a fair chance of TOS 


0 
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Nluto's Territories without a Paſſport. 
Joe. I told you ſo my Lord, by Zan Tt 


tremble every Joibot of me; but ſee Sancho. 
San. Well my Lord, how ſay you, are 


| you Curioſity fated? no more raiſing of 


Ghoſts, ha, how firs Miner vas Triumph? 
was the Farce agreeable. 9 
Love. Oh wonderfully, good Sancho, 
we're all your Debtors, but for that Maſque, 
w'ed all been Church-Vard Deities by this 
Time, Re, 
Taſte. For my part, I'm as ſpiritleſs as a 
Night-hagg'd Wench, aud I dare anſwer for 
my Comrade; here Joe, Swoous away, do 
but obſerve how he Quakes ſtill like a Tra- 


- 


velling Feather: How are You my Lord? 


Love. A meer Coward, faith Jack, Heart- 
Sick, upon Honour. - 
San. Ha, ha, ha, Sprite Cur'd, by the 
Univerſity, I, knew your Complexions, 
allon's my Hearts, Ive a Flask of rare 


Burgundy in my Study, ripe for the Lip, 
Halong Boys, along. | er, 
Love. I hope Lucifer hath no claw upon”: 


Father, if he ſhould jilt us our of revenge, 
and play Art-Magick with our Grape juice, 


it would be a blank diſappointment, 


Joe. Faith like enough, I ſhant care to 
Drink with you I can tell you but that 
Gentlemen; for now I think on't, when 
Minerva's Imps caper'd but now, I could 
not hold a Nerve of me Still, 1 long'd fo 


D 2 plaguily 
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plaguily ro join the Devils, WhO Ruows 
what new Vayary may charm nexr, at r belt, 
Drinkiop's/ a Snare 1 
aſte. Weil motaliz'd Toe, thou art an 
excclicar Soldier. 
Joe. You are ar your un 'berty Sentle⸗ 
men, they Laugh that Win-“ 8 
Ill &en lay hold of the dumb Or aclee, and 
take my leave gentcely, at worſt, L have | 
a Malter Key, to the Library Keepers 
Chamber, ſhould my own Bar accets 1 de. 
the Books Dor Sancho, where are they ? 
Love. Ha! well thought on, the Books 
good Father, 
San. They're in the Liwaty fafe, your 
Chambers all ſlip-Lockt, and Guardiaus 
inoring · FEY 
Taſte. Say you ſo Don, that Devil of 
yours js a ktod Familiar, we nay Chace to 
find him Einploy ment. | 
Love, Pm heartily glad aher your 
Lacquey was ſo diligent, for I was juſt | 
thiab ing. we muſt all pig together, and like 
the tam d Don Quixote, be heartily drub'd 1 
on the Morrow, tor our Miduight,. Pool- | . 
hardy Frolick. | 


| Hut fince all's Safe, and we no ſcourging dread, 
FL Let's cen, tho' Supperleſs, go pleas'd to Bed, 
&:. Re; more attempt, to Raiſe, the fleeping juſt, 
leave, our uples. to the ever Bleſt; 
* Who beſt declines, what's fit for us to e. f 
- Or Blaſts! out School diſpuies, with one by. Blow . 


FINIS. 
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5 By the AUTHOR, 
e. 8 To be ſpoke by Two PLAYERS. 


s | The firſt Player ſuppoy'd to enter with the 
Copy of tbe Play. 


Loy 1/? Player He Manuſcript return'd, Ha where's 
FRY the fault, TE | 
r 2d Player Charges — the Seaſon's late, and Heil 

3 2 knows what; 

25 I/ Player The Whim was late, but prithee ſay Gorda ne, 

WF”  _ ÞPaſg'd it the Green Room, did it hit their Vein? 
ur | 24 Player Oh wondroully —— but Benefits youu know, 
& The Poets Ghoſts wo, 

KB 1ft Player Clench'd the fatal blow. | 
S | That I tor-lay —— was there no other Claus 
> i 24Plager None I could Lean; 'twas vored worth Applaute; 


% Player The Houle had enter'd it, bur for that Reaſon , 
I 24 Player They had; have patience till another Seaſon. 
hen rich veurd Earth rob'd ot immortal ſte ne. 
7 Sees England, pride, beneath the Artiſt Groan, 
1 2 whiles ha if torm'd tbe bcautious Embrio 
2 glous. - £ 
* Ic would be juſt to ſay— thus Shaleſpear roſe 


CW {7 Plazer Be't fo were I the Authereſs, I'd Print, 
47% Ir may be Plain faith Vi} giwe the Hint 
_ Or Ouns by then, each jogling Pantomime 
Will glch the Tale, and Maflaere che Rhime, 
Tbe Houſe perus d, and may ayuiye che Crime 
| — 


— 


* 


%% 
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PROLOGH:EF, 


Say it's approv'd, it flands a fairer Chance 


Then Covert Scenes, that dread the Days keen 


Glance. 
2d Player Print an unacted Opera, for what, 4 
To damn the Copy, and expoſe the Plot: 
Oblige ſome Pyrate, with a Virgin prize, 
Poets, tho" rarely Rich, are ſometimes Wiſe: 
1 Phayer True peouine Births, are ſrom Impoſtors known, 


As rightful Heirs from thoſe who ftorm a Throne; 


Buſe, mingled Metals, bur degrade the Mine, 
Whilft purer Ore, firikes Luftre all Divine: 
It ſh+l1 be ſo, let Criticks do their worſt, 
The Victor's he, that runs*the Circuit firſt; 


Are Cruizers bold: His Grace) without Black Art, 


| May ſwiftly make, Don Sancho Murderers ſmart x 
2s Player Well argued Jack; thou'rt a brave Friend, in ſooth, 
Theſe are School Maxima Boy but to the proof, 


Suppoſe it Play d and Damn'd, how ſay you then, 


Fortunes a Jilr, and hath deceiy'd brave Men. 
1 Player I d ſay it were Prejudice, meer party 


Spleen, (Exit in a Fleat) 


Soh, Quixote mad, He's Scull'd behind the Scenc 


( Looking aſter bim. 


Second Player Solæ. 


ad Player Say ſhall meer ballad Farce, aſſume a Force, 
To ſhake the Dome; and make the Actor Hoarſc; 
Whiles * letter'd Buskin, Laws ſevere Divorce 9 
_ (Where truths Hiſtoric, ſee the Mero Blaze, ) 
Tho' long Depreſs d, his ſuffering Countrys praiſe; 
To Glory wak'd, the vobler firiplicg Fire, 
And rouſe the bearded Boy, to ſhame his Sire ; 


| Re-enter Firſt Player haſtily 
3ftplayer Gods! are you mad, they'l practiſe ſtrait the Maſque, 
bat properties are ready — to your Tas; 
24 Hager 'S Death, I'd ferget, bold, u bat is it 10 be, 
Ch Mars and Venus , gad Jil in and ſee, (Exi 
Firſt Player alone. 
1 Player I've clean miſlaid, young Cupids Pow and Dart 
Lad es your Aid, or <ve ant win a Heart; 
Be p uſt, be Kind, theres Mercy is thoſe Eyes, 
Mineryuss Triumph, be the Fair Ones Prize; 


( Forget the Errors of the Female Page,) 
And once again, bid Shabeſptar bleſs the Stage; 


Boſe Magick Charmg, controul the learned $a, 8 


- 


PROLOGUE. 


2 4 Soul- Soot hi ng. Shade, roux d by 4 Woman's Pen, 

i 7 To Check the impious Rage of lawleſs men : 
Whoſe curious, clamours, bold Enquiries cear'd, 
Abe bappy Genii's ſee, are ſwift releas'd. 


* Letter'd Buſkin ; Laws ſevere diyorce ) alluding 
to the late proſcribd Tragedies of Edward and Eltazors 


and Guſt a vns Vaſa 
. | | 
| (Female Page )|the Title of a Novel of the Authors, 
„ fame part of which being very Erroneous; we promiſe to 
a xeviſe carefully. with the firſt Opport unity 
* 8 Et: | 
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ADVERTISEMENT... 


'} .Cherwnod, the iu geniou Pomp er of Drury-Lane 
de, being ſpoke to by a Friend of the Autheis, ha- 
been ſ very good, as to int, oduce [or San, to 
- mngwthe 6% u Room, where doubtleſs it was cwing 
be god will ot ſo fine aud impartial a junge, that it 
„ kirdly approved ot, as 20 be acktioweded worthy 
Town's applauſe, the Farce being allouved (even by 

© P,4ve18 ) to beij iſt enough to counteryail the Charges 
% Theatre, hid che Scalon been earlier, and Benefits 
thick, a failing thit was purely owing ro the Authors 
« n «faith But Fam umu my Advertiſement to an 


— 


uw ..Hygned letgth, which was only iitended to thank the 


beter, and hereby to aſlure him of the hœert ieſi good 


* is ot the Author | 
EY Vo =. ap. * 
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ERRATA, 


. Pr2e 2d. For Wide Welhy's, read Widow 


'V-i! tiy >, Page 3 for for read for, Page ibid for Su er- 


cet, read Superannuated. Page 6. for loailly, 
honey. Page 9 for Foes, diſcover dd read 
'  difcern'd. Page 10 for valiant a fluler, read 
„ 4 Youth Falter. Page 12 for gaizing, 1cad gaz ng. 
uit tor we are all f'llen, read we are f. len. page 


„ ('rl.fs Arr, read Careleſs Art, 


* 5 * 
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